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THE ABBEY OF MOYNE. 



This once elegant edifice was situated in the county of 
Mayo, barony of Tyrawley, between a quarter and half a 
mile off the great road leading from Bailina to Killala. 
It was originally erected in the year 1461 ; and is now 



fast crumbling into ruin. 



THE WHITEBOY. 

A TALE OF TRUTH. 

In the decline of autumn in the year 13—, two travel- 
lers pursued their starlit way by a beaten horsetrack, that 

extended eastward from the parish chapel of K 

along a dark and undivided heath. The more conspicu- 
ous of the two was a'horseman, whose garb presented that 
jemi-genteel cut and cloth which usually designate the 
class of persons in Irish society called half-sirs. A large 
whip ioaden with led graced his right hand, which, with a 
pair of rusty spurs, that seemed to have been once plated, 
and whose well-worn rowels were no longer capable of 
effective duty, was in constant application to the sides of 
the lean, bony gelding which he bestrode, to enable him 
to keep up with the active pedestrian that accompanied 
him, whose agile and firm step outstripped the stumbling 
pace of his four-footed companion. This man on foot was 
Blender and. elegantly formed ; his dress indicated him of 
the better class of peasants, and his olive complexion and 
thick, though not bushy, whiskers, were well relieved by 



eyes of uncommon animation ; but a nameless expression 
that lurked round the dark eye and protruding under lip, 
gave his otherwise pleasing features a somewhat sinister 
appearance. He bore a short gun on his shoulder, and 
as the keen night breeze blew aside his loose upper coat, 
a pair of pistols might be seen stuck in the broad leather 
belt that circled his waist ; his years were less than those 
of his companion, and they seemed not more than five 
and twenty. 

They passed almost silently along, till they came where 
the footway descended the side of a glen, which bore the 
shattered remains of an ancient wood. Right below., n 
turbid mountain-stream dashed among the shapeless rocks 
that impeded its narrow bed. Far down, on the opposite 
side, rose dimly against the dark clouds a thick cluster of 
trees, and the voice of the watch-dog beyond, gave indi- 
cation of their approach towards the habitations of men — 
when he of the gelding suddenly breaking silence, said in 
an undertone, 

" Captain, was it not in a glen deep and rocky like thv* 
that the boys waylaid the ammunition-cart, on its way 
from Fermoy to the barrack at Glanisheen ?' 

" Yes,'' answered the other in a whisper scarcely uuth- 
ble; " but the scene there was more wild and lonely, unci 
no fitter spot could be found in which to execute a deed 
of plunder or revenge. We had information that the po- 
lice would escort a quantity of powder and ball to the bar- 
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rack on a certain day, and were determined to intercept 
them, and thus accomplish a double purpose of revenge 
on the Peelers, and the supplying of ourselves with ammu- 
nition. It was a stormy, lowering day, the rock-strewn 
river that rushed through the glen was swelled with the 
rain of the preceding night, and the descent to the ford 
winded between high ditches that continued to the edge 
of the stream. Thirty fellows lay inside the ditch by the 
ford ; twelve of the number bore pikes, and the remain- 
der, who were armed with guns, could bring down a snipe 
or a swallow in its most irregular flight. In some time 
we heard the noise of the cart-wheels, and the measured 
military tramp of feet. Down the glen they winded in 
our view : six men and a sergeant were in front of the 
cart, an 1 three others moved behind. As they approached 
the ford, the sergeant, startled by the wild scene, looked 
round with a keen, commanding eye. Every heart now 
beat high— every man's hand was on the trigger, waiting 
my signal to fire, when a gust of wind blew aside the 
watch-coat of the tall, muscular sergeant, and betrayed 
his red jacket and white belts. 

"'They are soldiers,* I whispered, * rush before them 
'with a loud hurra, but fire not at your peril.' 

" * Sure, Captain, you were not afraid to fire at the 
soldiers T rejoined the first speaker. 

" Afraid ! Why I had as good boys as ever drew a 
trigger or flourished a pike — if we were so inclined, they 
would not have borne our attack for three minutes; but 
we had no enmity against the soldiers, and were deter- 
mined to secure the contents of the cart without hurting 
its guard. When our shrill yell resounded through the 
glen, and the sergeant saw the wild troop burst upon his 
front, he with admirable coolness retired with his men to 
the rear, where, screened behind the cart, he waited the 
expected attack. I motioned the boys to halt, and ad- 
vancing a step or two bid the soldiers retire, and leave us 
possesion of the cart, I further observed, that resistance 
on their part would be but to rashly sacrifice their lives, 
and that we did not intend them the slightest injury. 

*' * We will not yield our convoy but with our lives, and 
we are resolved to fight to the last drop of our blood,' 
said the intrepid sergeant 

" ' Captain darling/ cried the boys, * as we can't have 
a slip at the Peelers, welcome be the grace of God; but 
we don't like to touch the sogers, or bring the brave fel- 
lows to trouble at all at all.* 

* T wa> right glad to find the temper of the boys coin- 
rile with my own feelings ; and I ordered them to move 
t>i'»\!v up the glen by the river's side, while I followed 
lit* hind ; and as we retired the soldiers gave us three cheers, 
which the boys returned, till the piercing cry seemed mul- 
tiple! fitty-fold, as it swept from cliff to cliff along the 
intricacies of that wild glen.'* 

Our travellers had now reached the stream, and pur- 
suing the path that traversed the side of the glen in nearly 
the direction of the river, they gained the clump of trees 
already mentioned ; and after crossing a field, and passing 
a ha^gart that contained some ricks of corn and hay, they 
entered a house, the glazed windows of which, and well 
thatched roof, bespoke a comfortable residence, according 
to rhe e timate generally formed of Irish comforts. This 

> the habitation of the horseman to whom we have in- 

■ ■■><•«-! the reader. They entered silently, and when 
«»■ u hi the porch, glided suddenly into an inner apartment, 
.vh^i- tiie mUtrens of the house, a good-looking woman, 
vaited their arrival. The table was laid, and a piece of 
*»t*«-f m\(\ a barn-door fowl shrunk ta narrow dimensions 
■u-"earh the sharp knife and keen appetites of the two. 
When the cloth was removed, and a decanter of sparkling 
■■* and a pair of those drinking glasses called tum- 
'■> ii v< (probably from the levelling quality of their contents) 
**tNe placed on the board, the host said, 

" Captain, I fear you have done nothing ; however, the 
dinner, though poor, was not a churlish one, and you have 
a welcome and twenty." 

" Thank you, Mr. Sellman," the guest replied, "the 
dinner carries its own excuse ; and I have not felt more 
at case ? nor eaten a heartier meal, since I was forced four 
years a|o from my father's house, and driven upon the 
schacAraune." 



The hostess, who was retiring with the fragments of the 
dinner, stood still, evidently affected by the stifled tone 
01 trie stranger Then casting a look of keen reproach 
at her husband, and then a glance of commiseration at 
the guest, she retired, wiping off the tear that stood in 
her large blue eye. The glasses were filled and emptied 
in quick succession ; and the host, by his example and ur- 
gent solicitation, seemed desirous of making his guest 
drink deeply. 

" You mentioned," said the farmer, " that you were 
driven from your father's house four years ago s but yoi 
have never told me by what events you were obliged to 
adopt your present mode of life." 

*' My story is a short but melancholy one. — My father 

was the most respectable farmer in the parish of [m 

He gave me a liberal education, and it was the dearest 
wish of his heart that I should enter into holy orders : but 
fate had otherwise ordained. Happening to dine on a 
summer's evening with the parish priest, I was returning 
homeward, when the shrieks of a female excited jny at- 
tention. They proceeded from a clump of trees that gi§w 
near a pathway which formed a short cut across the fields 
to meet the high road. As I approached, the cries rose 
faint and short, and I soon discovered a female struggling 
violently with a well-dressed ruffian. I rushed to the spot* 
and wielding a knotty blackthorn, bid the ruffian turn and 
defend himself. Great was my astonishment to discover 
Squire Craven, my father's landlord, in the person before 
me. He turned with the rage of a tiger, and snatching a 
pistol from his bosom discharged it at me. Fortunately, 
the ball only grazed my temple; and before he "could pre- 
sent the second pistol, I rushed upon him and levelled 
him to the earth, I beat him severely, and leaving him 
nearly motionless, I assisted the fainting object of his vio- 
lence home. She was my near relation. I was delighted 
at being the instrument of preserving the poor girl ftma 
his brutal treatment. But the squire soon had his revenge 
He was a justice of the peace, and had informations swora 
against me before the board of magistrates at the lira 
town, for an unprovoked and felonious assault onhitr 
He likewise procured a perjured ruffian to swear J* ^ 
was a captain of whiteboys. The police were en| * 
close and constant search of me, and I was oblige 
scond and seek concealment in $£/t$0 

tha»country. My family, by unceasing oppression^ V^fc 
ejected from their snug farm. My father died heart-brp* 
ken, and my aged mother and sisters beg their fc^T*' 
homeless and unprotected lhe villainy of those § 
should set a good example to my class in society, has dri- 
ven me to deeds at which my soul revolts ; and for my own 
preservation I am become, what I was at first falsely sworn 
to be, a whiteboy, and a man of blood. I would fain 
erase from my memory many a deed of violence, but 
recollection haunts me even as the shadow pursues its 
substance. Would to heaven I could escape to a land, 
where my grievous wrongs and my many crimes are un 
known; but the vigilance of the police will hardly permit 
this last resource, and I dread that the large reward of- 
fered for my apprehension will induce some miscreant to 
betray me. But to anticipate evil is folly : here let us fill 
a bumper, and toast high hanging to all informers.* 

The whiteboy captain raised his glass — his host hesi- 
tated — the blood of his cheek retreated to his heart, as fee 
lifted the brimmer in his trembling hand, the sparkling 
punch sprinkled the table; but the next moment satr 
him regain his self-possession— the blood returned from 
its citadel to light his blanched cheek and pallid lip, while 
with unfaltering tone he drank the toast, and drained the 
tumbler dry. 

The night was now far advanced, and the owner of the 
house retired, leaving his guest to occupy a bed, which 
stood in the apartment. The whiteboy, though strongly 
under the influence of the deep potations of the nigm, 
forgot not to examine the state of his trusty gun and pis- 
tols, which he placed on a table beside his be<I. Heavy 
with drink, he was soon asleep ; but his slumber was rest* 
less, and his dreams oppressive. Many an undefined ami 
painful appearance was presented to his mind's viejfj, 1ft* 
flicting terror on his troubled soul, The vague *hd form- 
less images at length rolled along as ckradi before the 
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g$£speliia$ wind, and. the following scene arose before the 
aiibrtunate sleeper. 

Hi dreamed that he stood upon the seashore of his own 
fe$la?ed land. On one side rose rocky eminences whose 
summit! seemed to pierce the clouds. On the other, the 
smooth beautiful sea extended far into the land, forming 
a harbour, studded with many a lovely islet, within which 
a forest of masts and a beautiful city seemed to emerge 
from the deep. Beyond appeared an extensive country, 
containing villas, groves, and winding rivers, on the banfts 
of which graaed many a fat and peaceful herd ; before 
him lay the sea—the calm, crystal sea — over whose bright 
bosom many -a white sail flitted towards some distant land. 
As he gased on this scene of beauty, a tall bark touched 
the- shore,, and its crew seemed to beckon him on board, 
thai he might lee t® 

u Some safer world, in depth of woods embraced-. 

Some happier island in the watery waste." 

Hi w«pt at big sad destiny, and he wept at the tantalizing 
offers of those strange mariner* who would tempt him to 
&• destruction into the deep sea. Suddenly the fair view 
taniihes before him-~the vessel disappears— the sky lowers 
and ike wind lashes into foam the gigantic waves, which 
«ulig§iffe&te nearly to the mountain tops. Anon the tramp- 
ling of horses, and the shouts of the pursuers resound 
fearfolly in bis ear — he iies— the enemy gain fast upon 
fi&fftsnttng, faltering footsteps. He reaches a tall clhf— 
bsfora kim yawns a horrid chasm, behind approaches cer- 
tain iNtruaioa, with the pursuing shout and sabre of the 
gaion loldier— he plunges into the dark and undefined 
gulf, md awakes with the horrid exertion. 

Bandog and breathless with mental agony, he felt re- 
lkved t0 ind the frightful scene which his fancy had 
wmted, vanished with his sleep j but the trampling of the 
horsemen yet resounded in his ears; he strove to shake 
oi'the trammels of this mental delusion. It was dread- 
ful reality ; for the horses' hoofs beat thick and heavy on 
the pavement outside. Prepared for the worst, he started 
from the bed, and vainly groped for the 'fire-arms which 
he had laid beside him as he went to repose, Then he 
heard whispers, and saw the light streaming through the 
door-way of his apartment, which had been left open to 
facilitate the entrance of his captors. He now knew that 
his treacherous host had betrayed him, and he resolved 
not to be taken alive. Standing behind the door, as a 
tall sergeant of dragoons entered, with a lantern in one 
hand, and his drawn sabre in the other, the whiteboy 
•trucjtiiim so powerful a blow of his clenched fist under 
the ear, that he extended him on the floor i then snatch- 
ing the sword from the grasp of the prostrate soldier, he 
rushed upon the file that pressed forward thick and fierce 
in alarm at the clash produced by the heavy accoutrements 
of the fallen dragoon. He rushed upon them with the 
wildness of despair — cut the right shoulder of the fore* 
inost man nearly in two, and laid open the cheek of the 
second. The soldiers, astonished at this unexpected at- 
tack, reeled backward from their single enemy—- they be- 
held with superstitious awe the naked apparition, and 
shrunk from his flashing steel. Aided by their irresolution 
he gained the door unhurt, and sprung over the large 
ditch in front. A dozen carbines were discharged at him> 
and some drove forward in pursuit ; but he soon gained 
the glen, where the tall rocks and stunted trees of the 
decayed wood soon hid him from his pursuers. 

The dragoons now proceeded to explore the glen. 
Xhere was no light of the moon, and the whiteboy could 
easily baffle their pursuit^ did not the treacherous Seliman 
*ead them along all the windings of the way. The ' object 
of their search had now stolen to the edge of the river, 
Where the stream winded within a high projecting bank. 
The shouts of the soldiers intermixed with occasional 
execrations on the bloody rebel and their own eyes and 
limbs, sounded nearer and nearer* He now saw no chance 
of escape but by plunging into the stream— down he went, 
and couching beneath the willows that shaded the bank, 
With his head only above the water, he awaited the ap~ 
jproach of his pursuers* Led by their guide* they explored 
•uny nook around i the strong glare of the bog-deal 



torches with which the farmers are furnished in tht de- 
cline of autumn for the spearing of salmon in tht streams, 
and wMch the dragoons bore from Sellraan's to light them 
in their search, fell full before his lurking place, and illu- 
minated the stream around. Secure from observation, he 
held his post, till -the receding torch-light left him in 
pitchy darkness, the heavy tramp of the dismounted dra- 
goons ceased to strike his ear, and the loud halloo and the 
uncouth oath came fainter and fainter in the distance, as 
the soldiers returned to their horses, weary and disap* 
pointed. When the whiteboy found his enemies gone, he 
crawled, after an immersion of two hours, from his "lurking- 
place, stiff and trembling; the cold had nearly froaen the 
life in his heart, and his limbs for some time refused their 
wonted motion ; but as he moved along, the vital glow 
returned. He crossed the river, and moving at a quick 
rate along the heath which he traversed the preceding 
evening with his traitor friend, at length arrived at a hos- 
pitable cabin by break of day, after having, travelled six 
miles in his shirt. Here he was furnished with some arti« 
cles of dress, which enabled him to pass on to a haunt of 
greater safety. ; 

In three months after this singular escape; and about 
break of day, a strong party of foot police were observed 
to direct their course to a hamlet situated at the foot of 
a hill, which forms a link in that mountain chain extend- 
ing from Fermoy towards the Atlantic on the west* Two 
persons accompanied them, whose dress indicated no con- 
nexion with the police establishment. The leas conside- 
rable of these personages was a long-legged, shoeless 
fellow : his upper garment was like Joseph's raiment, " a 
coat of many col ours 1 '—the shapeless caubeen surmounted 
his lank, thin locks, between which gleamed two grey eyes 
of sinister cast and various obliquity. This was a spy, in- 
duced by the promise of some reward, to betray the white- 
boy captain. The other, who was mounted on a spirited 
horse, and carried a gun, and whose garb was that of the 
country gentleman, wa3 no other than Squire Craven, the 
captain's redoubtable foe, and the sole cause of his mis- 
fortunes and crime. 

As the party advanced towards the cluster of cabins, 
that sent forth from many a roof and door the deep blue 
smoke of the morning fire into the brightening atmos- 
phere, they perceived a man armed with a long gun rush 
beyond them. It was the unfortunate whiteboy. He 
crossed the fields with great rapidity, and left the police far 
behind; but Squire Graven, who led the pursuit, drove 
forward, unimpeded by ditch or fence. The whiteboy was 
now -at one extremity of a large field, while his deter 
mined persecutor entered at the other, and the police 
came on slowljr and far behind. The captain was long 
celebrated for the accuracy of his aim, and it was said that 
he could hit the smallest mark within range of his gun. 
Panting and fatigued, he turned, and saw Squire Craven 
alone continue the pursuit, and he resolved to await his 
enemy's approach. Squire Craven now checked his career, 
and they stood for one moment regarding each other with 
fierce malignity. The whiteboy then presented his gun ; 
but anxious tp avoid the slaughter of his eneuy, he fired 
only at his horse. The unerring ball pierced his breast; 
and the animal sprung forward in the struggle of death, 
and fell His rider disengaged himself from the dying 
horse, and falling upon one knee, discharged Ins j^mi -i 
his adversary, who by this time had gained the grip- i 
the ditch. The ball entered at his back, and amsc, . h *. 
further flight. He fell ; then totte nog forward , t n- u t* 
the remaining shot of his double-barrelled vuiim r*vv,m: 
vancingfoe; but his aim was no longer h ue ) 
of death passed thick and heavy over bis tie . . .:■ 
.shouts soon announced the -approach of m. \> 
one dying effort he broke his faithful gun, .; 
bis cartridges to the wind, resolving -that no *r.. 
should bear away one trophy of his defeat 
the foe drew near/ he raised his arm, at t- 
fierce defiance the fragment c£ the broke 
remained in his grasp; and as thelast stress, 
from his heart, he expired, as he had h? ei 
■unjuidu^^ ■ " : 



